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HEN M. Cordonet dis
W *that his fortune, thanks to war
profits, had risen to more than

five million france, he sold his
hosiery factory, bought a mansion in the
Rue Murillo and dreamed of a brilliant
social career for himself and his daughter,
edueation had been
somewhat neglected, He employed all
scrts of teachers for her. Since he was
weak in syntax and orthography he de-
cided to take on a secretary. His choice
fell on the son of a peasant in his native
village—Justin Brillachon. The latter had
won a public school scholarship and had
then found a position in Paris as head
tutor in a private school. M. Cordonet
had thought of this young man both be-
enuse of his eduentional qualifications and
also because he was pleased to have it
known haek in ¢he country that he required
& socretary’s setvices,

Mlle, Cordonet's

Justin Brillariion had gledly exchanged
odtst tutorial functions for the bet-
and more hrilliant ones of secre-
to a nowrean viche. To be well

and well«fed and to have prac-

hi= n
ter paid
tary
lodgred
tically nething to do was the realization of

dreams.

Mlle. Cardonet had graciously welcomed
the young man,
play when they were children, and he put

himself out to do little services which she

with whom she used to

acked of him-—nadvising her as to her social

duties telling her what books to read, ete,

Brillachon, who was without ambitipn
and really thick-headed, seemed to have
no desires heyond the material comforts
which his new position secured him. What
he enjoyed most was the table, always
abundantly supplied. He ate and drank
like & man who had a long score to settle.
After mcals he weat into the library to
take his case. Siv'ag in the most com.
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fortable chair, he smoked his pipe in a
state of intepse beatitude,

One day when Mlle. Cordonat came into
the room, which was recking +vith smoke,
ghe could not help exclaiming.

“It smells like a smoking car! Phew!”

“I didn't know—I didn't know!" Justin
stammered,

Then he hegan to excuse himself awk-
wardly by saying that tobacco smoke pro-
tected the books from microbes.

Hortense withdrew, saying:

“If that is so, Monsicur Justin, keep on
smoking."”

Some days later Mlle, Cordonet again

entered the library and found neither the
secrotary nor the serid odor of his pipe.
" “Ah! Ah!" she said to herself. “This
young man saw that I didn"t like his to-
baceo and for my sake he is depriving
hinwelf of one of his ‘greatest pleasures.
s he trying to do what lie can to please
me?"”

Her curiosity was aroused on this point
and she began to wateh him., Shke savr
most of him at meals, She noticed that
he had begun to eat very sparingly.
gcarcely touched the dishes which were
passed him and often waved them aside
with a huge =igh. e no longer emptied
his wine glazs, and when he drank it was
either watered wine or clear water,

She carried her investigations further
She learned that he went out regularly
twice a day and took lonely promenades in
the Pare Monceau, walking very fast and
with an absorbed and melancholy nir,

There was but one canse for all these ~'

changed habits, she thought. And she was
not long in finding the eause, The secre-
tary was in love with her. Undoubtedly,
he was trying to eombat or Yo silence his
passion, for he could not be under any
illugions as to the chances which he had
of marrying a gir] worth millions, But
would he persist in this herpic silence?
If he should make a declaration  there
would be an unpleasant interview and then

He _

to turn hin into the streets, She eertainly
had nothing with which to reproach her-
self—nct the slightest shadow of eoquetry.
It was not her fault if she wos captivating
and won others' hearts without wishing
to do su. But her own heart was full of
pity and she wished to spare her poor ad-
mirer the shack of dismisanl. So it was
necegsary to do something. i

She wus uncertain for a while what to
do, Then she decided to lay the matter
before her father.

“Ah, that's the way it is?" said M. Cor.
donet. “Well, I am going to-let Justin
know that he must give up this foolish
hope. If he is crbuinate l will discharge
him”

‘l‘lutwunotwbatshlmlh view,

“I belleve. it is better for you to pretend
ignorance. - 1'will speak to him myself and
try to soften the blow by politely convine-
ing him of his folly.” I

“As you wish, You are doubtless right,"”
gaid M. Cor'onet. who was not averse to
being velieved of this doty.

Brillachon had gone out for one of his
daily walks. Shé awaited his return and
joined him in the library.

Oy opening the eanventlon she felt
much more ¢mbarrassed than she had ex-
pected to be.  She did not know how to
amack the subjeet,

“You have just come bask, Monsieur

Justin?™ she decided to say. ““You have
taken your usual turn® Do you enjoy
walking?"

*0Oh, no, rademoiselle, 1 walk for the
sake of walking.,”
“Yes, 1 understand, 101: don't smoke
any longer,  You no longer make war.on
the library microbes."

“1 didn't give it up veluntarily. 1 regret
very much that I can't make war on them.”

He sighed deeply.

“What is the matter with you, Monsieur
Justin? You secm changed recently, * [
have notieed that you don't eat any longer

- —that you don't drink any leager—as you

did when you first came.”

they would be obliged to send him awags,/ “Yes, at first | acted withoot any regard -

for the cor eluences
when ] seecpted the

which M. Cordonet ul"-rrd me, to vigt
was going to be exposed. T ought |

had more relf-contro!l and to have
the seductions with which 1 hove bes
rounded.”

“REyidently, Monsieur Justin,
kave been better. But 1 am glad

that you have kept your head asd
the mistake which you might hamen
Belleve me when | say that | spak
as a friend and that 1 sympathim
you in your sufferings, which Wil
presently to an exercise o{u"
to time.”

“It will be harder and hhﬁi :
you think.”

“I hope not. At your “
rights itself quickly." < o

“It is not my heart -tﬂ-l%
madamoiselle.” o

“Ah!" she asked in Im i
iz affected?”

He put his hand ﬂl““‘
swered lugubriously, \

“It Js my stomack”

“Your stomach!” she erbi. FWhat

you mean?"

“Yes, mademol-elle, 1t is My sosk
For some time | felt a weight them
digestion was bad. | consulted & 7
cinn. He told me that | !wl“
put me on o strict diet. He forbade &
sooke, Ho ordered me mnl‘ .
every day.”

Mile. Cordonet had heard & g
cut short the poor fellow's

“Follow your instructions,” e
hope you will soort be cured. PSS

Then she went to her father J«
more or less embarrassment 19
the conversation she had just

wAfter all, it is better 5"
concluded, ;

“Certainly,” -she replied
really pleased that this yous
not in love with me.” )

But her air of vexation conks
words, Her wounded Yol
having discovered only &
‘whete she had exp
" love on which to fro
W cepgrigm, 1931 W



